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:ANY people who think they know the City well
have been compelled to admit that they do not
know Angel Pavement. You could go wander-
ing half a dozen times between Bunhill Fields and
London Wall, or across from Barbican to Broad
Street Station, and yet miss Angel Pavement. Some
of the street maps of the district omit it altogether;
taxi-drivers often do not even pretend to know it;
policemen are frequently not sure; and only post-
men who are caught within half a dozen streets of
it are triumphantly positive. This all suggests that
Angel Pavement is of no great importance. Everybody
knows Finsbury Pavement, which is not very far away,
because Finsbury Pavement is a street of considerable
length and breadth, full of shops, warehouses, and
offices, to say nothing of buses and trams, for it is a real
thoroughfaie. Angel Pavement is not a real thorough-
fare, and its length and breadth are inconsiderable. You
might bombard the postal districts of E.C.i and E.G.2
with letters for years, and yet never have to address
anything to Angel Pavement. The little street is old,
and has its fair share of sooty stone and greasy walls,
crumbling brick and rotting woodwork, but somehow
it has never found itself on the stage of history. Rings,